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Of Mites and Men 
Allen Mathews 
The wintry wind drove in a wasp 
Who nestled in my head. 
I froze, and all the while he trod 
Wherever he desired and made 
Me shiver, shrink--afraid. 
One wayward move might stir 
Him, frenzied like an angry cur. 
I waited. Seconds passed 
Seconds. At last 
He left for better game. 
I watched him dive into a frame 
A spider wove--stuck in glue 
On glistening strands which grew 
Around his feet. A living band 
Entangled him as firm as any hand. 
With every start and buzz he'd make, 
He'd cause the web to bounce and shake, 
Which roused the weaver from his rest: 
A tiny, lanky, lightweight pest 
Who crawled immune 
To sting, to mummify, cocoon 
His guest. The host attacked with careless motion, 
Fang-dagger dipped in fatal potion. 
I microscoped my view in wonder, 
Examining the bully's blunder--
Goliath mummified--
But only saw myself inside. 
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Gracefully 
Anthony Lococo 
It tears me to watch 
the woman 
who calls herself 
my mother 
fumble with matchbook 
covers, 
stroke my brother's 
name, 
plead to have 
the tubes 
removed, 
and grow 
like cactus skin 
indelicately old. 
Kentucky River 
Kathryn Hancock 
I, thick, black stream, 
choked with slag and crust, 
dribble over black mud, 
struggle past black grass, 
with my cargo of bloated fish 
and snuffed-dead snails 
to feed the unsuspecting faucets 
of dust-throated diggers. 
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Night Rowers 
Elizabeth Paxson 
Sunken into a hollow 
between the buildings, a river 
is the city's spine. 
All night, gathered in our shadows 
we watch her traffic 
illumined by a crowd of lights, 
untangling the darkness. 
Minute beams 
like specks of glass 
are caught 
and ferried on the current 
from one bank to another. 
Two shells 
slide together--
silent dark wedges 
bending the water, the night rowers 
folding and unfolding 
like monks in prayer. 
Black water 
pulls each oar, drops 
in glistening drops 
from the blades, 
and resumes river shape 
like breath returning to air. 
Our shadows 
crescent 
have lain down again. 
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Sydney staggered onto the college library elevator, carrying a pre-
carious stack of books in her grasp. The oiled door slid shut behind 
her, and she stood for a minute before realizing that the m indless con-
veyor needed a button punched before it would move. She thought, for 
a second, of setting the books down but knew if she did, she would have 
to lift them again, and this would probably result in her ovaries falling 
into her shoes. Instead she slipped her tan, leather sanda l off, balanced 
against the back wall, reached up, and punched the third floor button 
with the big toe of her right foot. Then she redonned her shoe and 
shook her hips to settle her dress back into place wh i le the elevator 
hummed into motion, shortly presenting itself to the "700's" section of 
the library. 
As the door slid open, Sydney took a deep breath, pushed herself 
from the elevator, and struggled down the quiet green carpet of the ha ll 
toward the small opening between the immense potted fern and the 
baroque umbrella stand. 
The umbrella stand was dangerous. Sydney had suffered much 
abuse from the ornate sp ires stabbing upward from the four corners. 
She usually tried to give it a wide berth, but because of the plant, this 
berth was restricted to about five inches. 
Today she wasn't even thinking about it, and as she labored past 
with her load of books, one spire caught her skirt. Newton's Law took 
effect, and each step produced a resistant tug against her forward 
progress. 
Sydney looked behind her. "Oh damn, not again!" 
She walked backwards a few steps, then forward, hoping the hem 
of her dress would slip off the jutting spike, but the pointed tip was stub-
born and bit into the cloth. She tried again, and it bit further. 
"Speared by the natives, again?" a familiar voice chuckled. 
"Yes, Dennis," answered Sydney without looking. "Would you 
mind disengaging me?" 
"I would adore disengaging you, but I' m afraid I'm not properly 
attired for the environment. Here, let me slip beh ind this piece of jungle 
and change into my loin cloth, then I shall swoop down on my vine--" 
"Swoop?" Sydney interrupted. "You swoop?" 
"Of course I swoop. Daily, in fact. Some people jog, I swoop." 
"Of course. Well, can you just skip the swooping and unhitch my 
dress?" 
"Certa i n Iy." 
Dennis moved close to the umbrella stand and gingerly reached for 
the dress. 
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"For Chrissakes, Dennis. Don't be such a virgin. These books are 
getting heavy!" 
"Be patient, Madam. I'm going through this deep inner struggle. 
Part of me wants to disentangle you; another part wants to peek while 
disentangl ing." 
"Do what you must. But hurry, will you?" 
Dennis, with one swift, modest gesture plucked the dress from the 
spire . 
"'Tis such torture to be noble," he sighed. 
"And such a bore, too. Listen, where do you want these books?" 
"Oh, just put them on that cart over there," and, as an afterthought, 
"Why didn't you use a cart in the first place?" 
"Fitness, Dennis, fitness. Builds up the biceps." 
Sydney dropped the books heavily on the top shelf of the cart. 
"You've got to be kidding." 
"No, honest to God. You ought to try it. You could use a little con-
ditioning. Firm up those forearms; strengthen those shoulders." 
"What's the matter with my shoulders?" Dennis straightened his 
normally rounded posture but could only manage to look like an 
electrified doughnut. 
"Nothing's the matter with your shoulders, Dennis. You could use a 
little strength, that's aiL" 
"1 have strength," Dennis said stubbornly. 
''I'm sure you do," agreed Sydney. "Somewhere." 
"That's the last straw," declared Dennis. "Here," he indicated the 
edge of a nearby checkout desk. "Put your elbow down here." 
"What?" 
"Just put your elbow down! You think you're so strong; we'll see." 
"Dennis, this is ridiculous. I am not going to arm wrestle you in the 
middle of the library." 
"Then you forfeit, correct? Concede to male supremacy? Okay, 
have it your way." 
Dennis started to walk away. 
"Just a minute. Under those circumstances, I agree to the 
challenge." 
Dennis and Sydney thumped their elbows on the desk top and 
locked palms. 
"When I say three," Dennis said, "We'll start, okay?" 
"Okay." 
"Three!" 
Dennis slammed Sydney's hand down on the desk. 
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"Foul!" yelled Sydney. I demand a rematch!" 
"Please lady," Dennis hissed, looking fearfully around. "This is a 
library!" 
"You'll give me satisfaction or I'll pound on the wall and yell that 
you stole my favorite bra to sleep in!" 
"Vindictive wench," Dennis muttered. "All right, but no handicap, 
understand?" . 
"Understood. And this time count to three." 
"All right. One. Two. Three--eyyy-owwww! Did you have to break 
my wrist?" 
"I don't want to hear any more about male supremacy, under-
stand? Listen, what time do you eat lunch today?" 
Dennis rubbed his wrist. "12:30." 
"You want to meet me at the grill?" 
"Only if you promise to be non-violent." 
"You deserved it. We'll see you at 12:30." 
Dennis watched Sydney disappear into the elevator, then he lifted 
the stack of books from the cart and laboriously began to put them 
away. 
The grill was jammed with college kids when Sydney arrived. Her 
ham-and-cheese sandwich took ten minutes to prepare and another fif-
teen minutes to get to her. The small Coke followed five minutes later. 
"Sydney!" 
Dennis was at a far corner table, waving to her. She balanced her 
Coke on the plate by her sandwich, picked up her purse, and entered 
the uneven sea of tables and bodies, navigating around stretched-out 
legs and thrown-back heads. 
"I 'can't believe I made it alive," she muttered, as she set her plate 
and purse on the table. 
"Me neither. It's like an animal preserve in here." 
Dennis took a bite of his sandwich. "Listen," he said, after a minute 
of chewing and swallowing. "I've got a dumb question for you. I think 
of it every time I say your name, but I always forget to ask." 
"Ask what?" 
"Why in God's name did your parents name you Sydney? It's such 
a strange name for a girl." 
"I had strange parents," Sydney shrugged. "Besides, my mother 
wanted a kangaroo." 
"I see." 
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Dennis straightened his glasses and reached for his Coke. 
"Next subject. Are you busy tonight?" 
"Afraid so," Sydney's words were garbled by ham sandwich. "I'm 
supposed to meet Max tonight." 
"Oh, don't tell me," Dennis put his sandwich on the plate. "You're 
still seeing the egotistical schmuck." 
"He's not a schmuck, Dennis. He's a very intelligent man--" 
"Who happens to be a schmuck," Dennis finished. 
"Really, Dennis. If you're going to be poisonous about him, then 
we just won't discuss him." 
"Yes, I think we should discuss him, Sydney. I think we really 
should discuss him. I mean the guy's ruined your life three times this 
past month--you told me yourself--and I really think he needs some dis-
cussion, if for no other reason than to help you see what kind of _guy he 
is. " 
"He's a perfectly decent guy," said Sydney defensively. "He has a 
job with the government, doesn't he? In social services, no less. That 
shows his compassion right there." 
"He also has a wife and daughter, doesn't he? That shows his cal-
lousness right there. If he were decent, he'd either forsake you and go 
back to his wife, or choose you and dump his wife. This in-between crap 
just isn't honorable." 
"Let's just drop it, okay? I don't want to talk about it." 
"All right, but the next time he calls off the affair--the forty-seventh 
time I believe--be prepared to hear '1 told you so.' " 
"He won't, Dennis. Just last night he told me that he'll leave the 
bitch as soon as Laurie's sixteen." 
"And how long, pray tell, will that be?" 
"Thirteen years." 
"My God, I can't believe this." Dennis squirmed in his seat and 
leaned his elbow on the back of the chair. He rubbed the side of his 
face with his hand. 
"That's not important, though, because I don't want to marry him. 
I'm afraid you just don't understand." 
"Obviously not. I also don't understand how you can be so intel-
ligent and still be such a dumb-ass when it comes to this." 
"Because it's the way I am." Sydney glared at him. 
"As if that's an excuse," Dennis muttered and took ~ sip of his Coke. 
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Sydney was anxious to get home that evening. Max hadn't called 
yet, and she was beginning to wonder whether she would actually see 
him or whether something had come up in his schedule. She decided to 
get ready anyway, just in case. 
She was just stepping from the shower when the phone rang. 
Sydney quickly wrapped herself in a towel and started toward the bed-
room to answer it, but there was a pudlet of water on the floor and, 
instead, she slipped and bounced her bottom on the cold, hard tile. Her 
towel fell off; the phone kept ringing. 
"Oh, shut up, goddamit!" 
Sydney slowly got up, rubbing her bruised tailbone. 
"All right! All right! I'm coming!" She limped to the phone. 
"Hello!" she barked into the receiver. 
"Sydney, is that you?" 
"Of course it's me. Who else would be answering my phone? 
Rin-Tin-Tin?" 
"Sounds like you're in a great mood." 
"Yes, and it's all because of you, Max. You and your phone call. 
just slipped in the bathroom hurrying to answer the phone, and 
wouldn't be surprised, no, not a bit, if I couldn't sit down for a year." 
"Are you blaming me, Sydney?" Max's voice was superciliously 
patient. 
Yes, you could have called sooner, she thought, but aloud she said, 
"Of course not, Max. Listen, let's start all over again, okay? Hello, Max. 
How are you?" 
"That's much better. Perhaps my news will serve to cheer you up a 
bit." 
"What news?" Sydney was bending over, drying between her toes. 
"Ellen and Laurie have gone to Huntington for the weekend. I'm all 
alone 'out here." 
"Oh, really?" Sydney picked at a haggard-looking toenail. "Does 
that mean--?" 
"That's right. We have the farm all to ourselves tonight. That is, if 
you want to drive out." 
"Oh, I don't think I'd mind driving out. Does the invitation include 
rooming arrangements for the night?" 
"Ah ... l'm afraid not, Sydney. You see, I have to work tomorrow .... " 
"Oh," Sydney answered slowly. "I see. So it's just, 'Please come 
out for awhile: right?" 
"I'm afraid so. For tonight, anyway." 
"And what about tomorrow night?" 
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"Well, I've got some paperwork--what is this, Sydney? You know 
my job, my circumstances. I thought you understood." 
"Yes, yes, I do understand. It's just been one of those rough days. 
Sorry to be such a nag. What time do you want me there?" 
"As soon as you can get here. I'm ready any time, you know?" 
Sidney plucked off the obstinate toenail. "listen, why don't you stop on 
the way out and get something to eat, too," Max continued. "I'm 
starving--in more ways than one." 
"Yeah, I guess I could do that. Why don't we just sayan hour. That 
should give me plenty of time." 
"Beautiful. We'll see you then, baby." 
"Yeah, bye." 
"Hey, I love you." 
"I iove you too, Max." 
The last words tasted like copper. Sydney hung up the phone. fool! 
Her mind sang, Sydney Sullivan is a prime-cut fool! Oh no! Her heart 
admonished, no, no, Sydney is in love. Maxwell Lewis is wonderful! 
Maxweii Lewis is a bastard, countered her mind. 
"Oh shut up, both of you," Sydney said aloud. 
Maxweii was standing on the broad cement porch when Sydney 
drove up. To his left were two rows of Ellen's pampered plants, set out 
for their daily sunning, and to his right was a set of barbells resting on an 
exercise bench. Laurie's tricycle was by the front door. 
"You came just in time," he smiled as she walked up. "I was just 
getting ready to carry these plants inside. I swear to God, they get more 
attention than I do." 
"You poor creature," said Sydney, crossing her arms. 
Max picked up a Spider Plant and a Wandering Jew and started for 
the door. Sydney held it open for him. 
"Aren't you going to help?" he asked. 
"I'm afraid not. You see, I have this back problem." 
"Sydney, is there something the matter?" 
"No, Max, but you have to understand. I'm a secret lover, not a 
greenhouse attendant." 
She smiled at him. 
"AII right. Just so it's not something vindictive." 
"No way, my love, I'm much too naive to be vindiotive." 
Max snorted. 
After the plants were tucked safely in the house, Max took Sydney's 
hand and led her to the couch. 
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"Did you remember to get something to eat?" he asked, sitt ing 
beside her. 
"Oh, shoot! I knew I forgot something!" 
"That's okay." 
He pulled her close and began nuzzling her neck. 
"1 wasn't that hungry, anyway. At least not for food. You know 
what I mean?;' 
"1 think so," answered Sydney, slipping her hand inside his shirt. 
His chest was her weakness. She was entranced by the black mat of 
hair that grew there. She had never seen so much hair on a body before 
in her life, except on the monkeys at the zoo, and she'd never had any 
desire to stroke their chests. Only Max's affected her that way. He 
began gently unbuttoning her muslin shirt. 
"It's cool in here," Sydney whispered. 
"1t'11 warm up pretty soon ." He deftly unzipped her soft, faded 
jeans. 
Max's corduroy pants lay beside the couch. His shirt had thrown 
itself around the arm of a nearby chair, and his socks lay like two black 
radishes on the coffee table. Max was stretched sedately on the couch 
with Sydney nestled against him. She was fiddling with the hair on h is 
chest. 
"You really have a fetish about that stuff, don't you?" 
"Yeah. I haven't seen that many hairy men in my life. It's a novelty 
to me." 
"Wasn't your father hairy?" 
"God, no! He labored twenty-four years to grow one hair on his 
chest, and Mom plucked that out one morning while he was shaving. 
He never forgave her for it, either. Are you cold?" 
"A little bit, are you?" 
"Uh-huh, but I'm not sure I want you to do anything about it right 
now." 
"It'li just take a second to build a fire in the fireplace." 
Max started to get up, but a strangled yell from Sydney stopped 
him. 
"What's the matter?" 
"My earring's caught in your chest hair! Don't move or you'll rip my 
earlobe off!" 
"Are you kidding?" 
"Don't move, dammit! Lie still! I'll try to untangle it. I knew 
should have worn posts tonight. These stupid loops are deadly." 
11 
She impatiently twisted and jiggled, but the earring didn't come 
loose. 
"Please, Max, can't you hold your breath for a minute? It hurts 
when you breathe!" 
"For Chrissakes, Sydney, can't you just take the dam·n earring off?" 
"It's not that simple. The hair's caught in the clasp. Just hold your 
breath and 1'11--" 
"Sydney, do you hear something?" 
"What?" 
"Do you hear something?" 
"Hell yes, I can hear your lunch digesting!" 
"No, this sounds more like--like a car! Oh God, there's a car in the 
driveway! Sydney, get up! There's a car here!" 
Max jerked upright without even thinking. Sydney shrieked and 
grabbed her left ear. The stubborn earring dangled in the center of 
Max's furry chest. 
"You son of a bitch!" Sydney wailed, cupping her injury. 
Max was jerking on his pants. "Get your clothes on!" he hissed. 
"What if it's Ellen?" 
"What if it is! I couldn't give a flying--" She was cut short by the 
harsh ring of the doorbell. Max stood shirtless, staring at the door. 
"Answer it!" Sydney whispered viciously. 
"No)" 
"Answer it, dammit, or I will!" 
"You wouldn't!" Max's voice was low, threatening. 
"Goddamn right I would. I just sacrificed half an ear for whoever's 
out there," Sydney was stuffing herself into her shirt. "And I intend to 
see who it is." 
She reached for her jeans, but Max quickly grabbed them. "All 
right, Max. Have it your way." Sydney stalked to the door and threw it 
open. 
The Avon lady stood confused, watching a half-naked man tackle 
an indecently clad woman with a bleeding neck. 
"It's a bad time, M'am!" a deep voice yelled over the slamming 
door. "Could you come back tomorrow?" 
"Why--why yes--yes, certainly. I'll just leave one of our brochures 
in the mailbox." 
"That'll be great! Thanks!" 
"Where is your mailbox, sir?" 
"Oh my God!" the voice sounded tortured. "Down the road! It's 
down the road!" 
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"Oh. Well, thank you." 
Max held Sydney down until he heard the car engine rumble into 
action, then he slowly released his grip on her and backed away, pro-
tecting his crotch. 
To his surprise, Sydney didn't move. 
"Sydney?" 
"What?" 
"What are you doing?" 
"I'm lying here, bleeding vengefully on your carpet." 
Max sank onto the couch. "You seem bent on ruining my life, 
Sydney." 
"You seem bent on maiming my body, Max. Is there a correla-
tion?" Sydney got up and put her pants on. 
"I don't know what to say," Max intoned. 
"Then shut up." 
"I don't know why this has to be so complicated." 
"It's not, anymore." 
"What?" Max was wary. "What does that mean?" 
"It means that I'm leaving. I'm tired of playing peek-a-boo with 
your wife, and besides I need to find somebody to sew my ear back to-
gether before I bleed to death." 
"You can't go! We need to talk! To get this thing straightened out!" 
"It is straightened out." 
Sydney walked to the door and grasped the knob. 
"Oh, by the way, Max, you can keep the earring." 
Max looked down. The earring was still stubbornly tangled in his 
chest hair. 
Dennis was surprised to find Sydney browsing through the photo-
graphy books the next day. 
"Hello there," he said. "I thought this was your day off." 
"It is." 
"Then what are you doing here?" 
"Looking for dirty pictures, what else?" 
"Really? Well, have I got a book for you!" 
Dennis stepped into the next aisle and returned shortly with an 
oversize volume. 
"Wait until you see this!" 
"What is it?" 
"It's called Erotic Art Through the Ages. Here. Look at this." 
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Dennis opened the book to the middle pages. 
"Oh my God. Who drew that?" 
"Would you believe Michelangelo. And this one. By Von Gogh." 
"Oh my," she breathed. "That's imaginative." 
"And, of course, my favorite," Dennis flourished the page. 
"My God, Dennis! .1 didn't realize they even grasped such a concept 
bock then! Hey, what's that?" 
A small cord hod dropped from the book. Dennis stopped to pick it 
up. 
"Let's see, it says, 'For a good time, call R.embrandt 573--" 
"Let me see that!" Sydney snatched the cord. "Oh you fool! It's 
blank. Well, at least I now know what you do up here all day. Snuff out 
all the dirty books, right?" 
Dennis gave a modest shrug. 
"One must have a purpose in life. I'm thankful mine is peacefully 
benign." Dennis stood for a moment, then cleared his throat. "Listen I 
hate to get personal, but are those chicken tracks on your left earlobe?" 
"Very funny, Dennis. No, they aren't." 
"Birth defects?" 
"No. As a matter of fact, they are stitches." 
"I see," said Dennis thoughtfully. "A lobotomy, perhaps?" 
Sydney groaned. "That was bod, really bod." 
"Sorry. We'll change the subject. Are you busy tonight?" 
"No, I'm not, are you?" 
"Wait a minute!" Dennis staggered bock against the bookcase. 
"What did you soy?" 
"I said I'm not busy, how about you?" 
"I can't believe this. For six straight months, you've been busy 
every single night. Why the sudden change? Did Max die, I hope?" 
"Yes. I killed him in bed lost night." 
"Wow. What a way to go. Can I be next?" 
"I don't know. Are you busy tonight?" 
Dennis straightened his glosses. "No. Sholl I pick you up about 
six o'clock?" 
"That'll be great." Sydney started to walk away, but then paused. 
"Oh, Dennis, do you have hair on your chest?" 
"No, but I'll glue on a couple of Brillo pods for tonight, if it'll make 
your feel better." 
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The Guitar Player at the Bottom of the World 
Mark Edward Cunningham 
THE GUITAR PLAYER AT THE BOnOM OF THE WORLD 
is a black man with creased leather 
skin and hair the color of cigar ashes. 
He sits alone on a hard-backed wooden 
chair, caressing music 
left in his battered Gibson--always blues. 
In a voice deep as thunder 
he sings of trains and hotels 
and Jelly Roll Morton and dusky women 
in yellow-flowered dresses and smiles of bone, 
strumming and picking 
with fingers soft and swift 
as the sliding breeze 
until h is calloused fingers throb 
or a golden string breaks 
and the harmony crumbles, 
leaving only a memory 
in the silence that closes 
tomb-tight around him. 
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I Can't Hear You Vincent 
Anthony Lococo 
Masters of creativity--bearded 
flesh and blood artists who 
sleep with easel 
and smell consistently of oils 
and make Certified Public Accountants 
blubber with sentiment--
are not born 
they are created. 
They possess tortured souls 
and tarnished pasts that haunt them . 
A true artist will slash an ear 
and send it to an abandoned post office box. 
A true artist can proudly claim that : 
" Father sucked whiskey 
un til his skin turned a 
beautiful shade of yellow 
and his liver died .... " 
" Mother was a red - lipped 
whore, who 
raised us in the bowels 
of sweating, grunting flesh .... " 
" Brother practiced medicine--
without a degree, 
Prescribed one shot daily 
until his arm caved in .... " 
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"Sister followed Mother's lead, 
made all the neighbor boys smile 
and before growing fat 
slit her wrists .. .. " 
(And sordidly on and on.) 
From such as these 
true artists are weaned. 
But what of my chances? 
How can I claim a tortured past 
with a fa1her 
whose greatest indescretion was foot odor? 
How can I claim nightmares 
about a mother 
who only belched loudly? 
Who could beat his breast 
about a brother 
who just entered Yale? 
What is sordid about a sister 
whom everyone now calls, Sister? 
I am a victim of terminal normalcy--
a screaming, unsatisfied 
untalented, unfulfilled 
victim of dull. 
Perhaps a beard wou ld help. 
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Unfinished 
Verna Looney 
Father died at his drawing board 
As eternity approached noon. 
He crumpled to the hardwood 
Like a discarded rag doll, shapeless, 
Arms outflung--
As if thrown away by a petulant child. 
He left his pencil folded inside 
His book of math tables--
The plat was drawn, the acreage figured. 
He was meticulous with his work, 
But the legal description had not been written; 
Three lines needed to be rechecked. 
Kneeling beside him on the floor, 
I removed the dead cigarette from his unresponsive fingers 
Listened to the soundlessness within his chest, 
A silence like the utter blackness of a deep cave. 
I felt the creeping chill approach--
A glacier spreading, enclosing my heart. 
All my childish nightmares a reality--
A thought beating 
As if someone hammered an anvil within my mind. 
But I forgot to tell him 
I forgot. 
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Winter Gallery, Five-Leveled 
Allen Mathews 
Seven songbirds light on slender oak 
Branched, bloated from the fat new 
Autumn 's harvest, objects of the season's bounty--
Acorns, seeds, and bursting berries 
Lounge within their easy reach. The yoke 
Of winter lies distant; few 
Eyes foresee the ice and hard-packed snow on northern county 
Roads and lanes and city streets. 
Six careless crooners perch on 
Sticks dead for a season. Too late 
To trek to southern regions--winter sky 
Concealed the way. The tracks are gone. 
The south trail has vanished. (Nature does not wait 
For stragglers. ) 
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ByTheSweat 
Anthony Lococo 
Electricity kicked the saw 
into high gear 
and turned hard wood 
to dust, 
and the man of forty-six 
breathed a little quicker 
and flushed 
while he fed the saw 
one side of a future 
bookcase, and 
"If you're looking for 
something to do, straighten 
the newspapers." 
And I did 
until I thought mildewed newsprint 
and dead headlines 
had crawled into my nose to live again, 
while summer took the day off. 
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And I watched the old man's back bow 
from carrying a pot belly 
and his underwear sticking above his trousers 
after the tee-shirt was soaked. 
"Could you find me 
the screwdriver?" 
And I did, 
until he needed the hammer. 
And I did again 
while summer took a deep breath, 
and the old man grunted 
with the future 
bookcase 
while one drop of sweat 
hung to the tip of his nose, 
and nothing, not even 
God Himself, 
could remove that 
drop of sweat. 
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received her Masters degree from MSU, she is now enrolled in law 
school at the University of Kentucky. 
ALLEN MATHEWS is a two-time graduate of MSU. He maintains an active 
college life by taking a few classes and working as a rotating dorm 
director for the univerSity. Allen is from Dayton, Ohio. 
ELIZABETH PAXSON was a participant in this past summer's Writers 
Workshop here at MSU. Before settling in Morehead, she and her family 
lived in Vermont. 
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